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ized him and the mother who cared for him, no one touched hia heart in the years of hia manhood, and at no time was love so strong in him as to rule his life ; as he was self-indulgent, he was self-absorbed, and outside of his family no kind act, no noble affection, no generous sacrifice is recorded of him. Many men, it is true, held him in kind regard, and many women, subjected by his romantic sentiment, remained loyal to his memory; but these winning attractions never overcame the subtle power within that made him unable to establish a natural human, relation, to keep continuously on living terms with anyone, except the inmates of his family.   Solitary as;he was, proud and selfish, how could he kindle his works with the vital interest of humanity? Ofeher interests they have, but not this crowning one which is the supreme excellence of the works of men.   Thus ever more remote from mankind ran the currents of his life and genius, interminably commingling, until their twin streams, glassing at ; last the desolation they had so often prophetically imaged, choked and stagnant in midway of their course, sank into the waste.   The pitiful justice of Poo's fate, the dark immortality of his fame, were accomplished.nings.   Now and then gleama of light and stretches of lovely landscape shine out, but for the moat part his mastery was over dismal, superstitious, and waste places.   In imagination, as in action, his was an evil genius; and in its realms of revery he dwelt alone.   Except the wife who idol-
